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Slash's interest. 


| licked my top lip, eyes staring restlessly to the TV on the same person that they've been glued to for the 
past half an hour. It was some bassist guy, and a really fucking hot bassist guy he was too! He had black hair 
that sort of fluffed and this really weird suit on He was in a Glam Rock band cause they were wearing all this 
funky make up and spandex, but | could totally tell he was a real killer looking fucker! 


How can my eyes stay off him? | mean, seriously. He's like some sort of a misplaced..erm.. beautiful person 
Okay, so I'm not good at describing people that look so fucking good! The important thing is that | was able to 
get a good view of the guy. 


What's his name again? 


| was about to get to work wondering who the fuck that gorgeous guy was when | heard big, clunky steps 
stomping down the hallway. 


"SLASH!" A screeching voice hollered my name. 


My eyes clenched shut and | dropped my cigarette onto bared torso. 


"Fuck," | hissed, eyes watering as the searing pain hit me full belt and | frantically brushed the ashes off my 
chest and onto the floor, which was dirty anyway. 


Suddenly | felt something staring at me. Yes, you heard me right, | FELT something staring at me. You know 


that eerie feeling you get when you know somebody's watching you? 
| looked up and found myself staring straight into the eyes of a homicidal looking Axl Rose. 


"What's the matter with you Rosey?" | asked, immediately regretting calling him that as his pale fingernails dug 


deeply into my arm, making me have to hold back a squeak. 
"I told you never to call me that, EVER!" he hissed, eyes a violent shade of green 


"Axl, don't be so stupid We both know that you're not going to hit me, even with that evil glare you have 
right now, and even though you might get that nervous twitch in you ring finger, like you always get when 
you're about to punch someone. If you did hit me..! would kill you," | whispered, gently unhooking his icy fingers 


from my sore skin and smiling to him sweetly. 


He sneered, but got the message and took a step back from me, fingers racing through his hair in swift 


motions as he gestured for me to put a cigarette in his mouth. 

| obeyed his gesture, lighting a cigarette and propping it on his bottom lip. 

"So, what's the matter with you today?" | asked innocently, walking into the kitchen and pulling myself onto the 
sink, my legs flinging back and forward. | looked at Axl carefully, eyes following him from the messy dump that 
was the living room, all the way over until he was standing on front of me, leaning his hands back against the 


wooden table. 


"Nothing, just some fucker," Axl rolled his eyes in familiarity and took the cigarette gently out of his mouth, 
exhaling the wispy smoke fumes around the kitchen, slowly building up the layers of it. 


"Who?" | asked in all curiosity, shrugging slightly and pulling myself back further so that my spine was resting 


against the wall. Now | was ready for Axls ranting. 


Axl opened his mouth partly, about to speak. But he stopped suddenly and shoved the cigarette into his half 
opened mouth and looked to the corner of the room, little finger propped on his lip in a deep state of thought. 


My eyes narrowed slightly at the singer's hesitation Why didn't he want to tell me? 


| leant forward, resting my elbows on my knees and my head on my fists, pulling my legs into my chest 
sheepishly and going into my own state of thought. 


"Aint wanting to tell me, huh?" | said accusingly, adding a taint of mockery into my voice as | looked at him. 
He was still staring at the far corner of the room, face a glazed over and unreadable blur. 


| pushed myself off the sink and planted my feet on the floor, lightly walking over to him and putting my 


finger under his chin, dragging his gaze away from the corner and making him look into my eyes. 
"What the fuck?" he muttered, wondering what | was doing. 
| started stroking his hair lightly, smiling at him in a way that told him he could tell me anything at all. 


| don't know *why * | was stroking his hair though, | think that was a bit of a drunken movement but he 


wasn't pulling away so | decided he didn't mind too much what | was doing. 


"Slash, have you completely lost your mind? What are you stroking my hair for?" He laughed lightly, batting 
my hands away and taking a quick glance up at the ceiling before looking back at me. 


Maybe he did mind after all. 


"| want to know what's the matter," | smiled, and started to trail my fingers through his hair this time, just to 
piss him off really. 


But he wasn't getting pissed off; he just looked at me, his face turning from a light smile back to a blank and 


unreadable stare. 


"It was nothing, just the bastards out of Motley Crue," he trailed his cigarette across his bottom lip and then 
back across his top lip, like a hooker out of a really hot James Bond movie. 


"Erm..who are Motley Crue again?" | asked, smiling nervously at the small hint of stupidity in my question 


But how can you blame me? | mean, *you * try remembering the names of all the bands that Axl hates. Its 


hard! 


Axl rolled his eyes for the second time and walked into the living room, plopping down on the sofa and flicking 
on the T.V, switching through numerous channels before getting to MTV, where this weird band was playing. 


Must've been glam rock because they were all wearing make-up and stuff. 
Not a particularly bad band, in fact, quite a good one. 


| walked over beside Axl, rubbing the back of my neck and groaning slightly before staring back at the 
glittering television set. 


"Who are these guys?" | asked, pointing at the guys on the screen and lowering down onto my knees beside the 


red head, like his dog. 


"The Motley bastards," He sneered, grabbing a half drunk bottle of Jack from the faded red floor and gulping it 
down before throwing it in a fury against the far wall. Staining the white as access droplets soaked into the 


paper. 
"What'd they do to you?" 
| looked up at the singer, who was just shaking his head disapprovingly at the television 


"Fucking Vince Neil, thinks he's so fucking tough. It makes me sick, HE makes me sick!” Axl hissed, making 
gagging noises for effect. 


"What did he DO!?" | asked again, hitting him on the shoulder and glaring at him from behind my hair. 

"Just trying to fuck with Izzy. Stupid prick! Thinking Izzy was trying to get it on with his bitch! Yeah, like Izzy 
would want to fuck one of *his * bitches. | told Vince fucking Neil that he could go suck off that bassist of 
his, like he normally does. Fucking queer bastard” 


| nodded, slowly picking myself from the ground and looking down on the flustered red head. 


"Who's the bassist and I'll go kick the shit out of him for youl" | hissed, wanting to be help by beating up this 
‘Vince Neil's' fuck buddy bassist. 


"Nikki Sixx," Axl sneered slightly, top lip raising at the corner and showing his canine tooth in all ferocity. 


| blinked, eyes narrowing slightly and hand in mid air as | heard the name. ‘Nikki Sixx: Why did it sound so 
fucking familiar? 


"Um..Nikki Sixx?" | asked, making sure | heard right. 

"Yeah," Axl sighed, almost tired with the conversation that had once struck a nerve with him. 

| folded my arms, brow furrowed in confusion as | thought over the name. 

"Point him out on the screen," | said to the annoyed lead singer. 

"Ugh..fine!" Axl tipped himself off the sofa and sat beside the television like a small child, waiting for the 
bassist to appear on screen, "THERE!" he shouted, pointing to the flickering man, with ink black hair, a funny 


suit and make up. 


Shit! H's that guy! That gorgeous, ink black, catlike, beautiful guy! | knew | recognised him! 


"Do you remember who Motley Crue are now? Do you remember any of them?" Axl pointed angrily at the 


screen. 
"Axl. think | do." 


"Well good. Now l'm going to go get Duff, and tomorrow we're all going to go kick the shit out of those 
bastards!" Axl stomped over to the door. 


| flung around quickly, grabbing him by his chestnut hair and pulling him back, staring into his sour eyes 
pleadingly. 


"Do we have to?" | asked, letting go off his hair gently. 

He turned to face me, patting the back of his head to fix his hair with a scowl on his face. 

"Don't tell me that you've turned soft," He laughed slightly. 

"NO!" 

"Then why aren't you jumping up and down with excitement and loading your fucking guns? That's what the 
Slash | used to know would've done. You've changed a lot man, that booze is doing stuff to your hormones, | 
don't know how long its been since you brought home a chick." 

| sneered slightly. Annoyed by how totally clueless the singer was. 

The reason I'm not bringing home girls is because | don't fucking like them. 


"When did the fucking subject change Axl? | wanna know why the fuck we have to fight these guys?" 


Axl smiled, walking over to the front door and turning the handle. He pulled out a cigarette and lifted it to his 
dry lips. 


"Because nobody messes with Axl fucking Rose's friends!" 


He threw me an evil smile, filled with malevolence and menace before walking out the door, slamming it behind 


him. 
At least | get to see that gorgeous face in person, | thought. Falling back into the sofa. 


"Yeah, too bad l'm going to have to punch it in straight after." 


TBC 


Disclaimer: These characters are not mine, and l'm not getting paid for writing these. 


Abduction 


| bit at my nails furiously, looking down both ends of the street in the childish hope that Axl would just be 
standing at either side. But alas, no Axl. No vivacious redhead lurking on the right end of the street, staring 
back at me with a perfectly adorable bemusement. And no sulky bastard set on killing whoever crossed his 
path. Just no one at all.perfect silence and perfect stillness, with only the rustling of the autumn leaves to 


keep my freezing-self company. 


He told me to meet him here, but | might have denied him if | thought he wasn't planning on showing up 
himself! | mean, what was Axl planning to do to Motley Crue anyway? Pull them limb from limb? Ha, hardly! 
Axl, believe it or not, is more cunning than just marching up to someone he doesn't like and kicking him or her 
to the pavement. He has a lot more skill and wit than anything like that; the magazines really don't give him 
enough credit. He likes to get his enemies nice-n-good, so he gets us all to play a litle part in his cruel game 
of revenge of which he usually turns out to be victorious. Goes to show, Guns n' Roses aren't just a band.. 


we're practically a gang. 


Last night after Axl left my apartment with a flick of his hair and a malevolent grin, he rang me and tried to 
get our ‘Motley Crue VS Guns n' Roses’ plan, up and running. | mainly just nodded most of the time as he 
chatted away on the phone, laying back in my chair and smoking on a cigarette; more or less bored unto 
numbness by his jabbering. | even took the liberty of making up a song about him as he talked to me (which | 
inadvertently laughed at out loud instead of in my head, which aroused suspicion from Axl which | did not fully 
appreciate) Anyway, Axl told me to meet him at ‘19 Baker Street Road, and here | am. Waiting for him as | 
slouch against a dirty old dustbin, trying to kick away the scrounging cats clawing at my trousers and swearing 
violently as my bottle of Jack fell from my sweaty palms onto the ground, 


"Holy Jesus NO!" | yelled, as the glass hit the pavement with a crunch. 
It took all my self-control not to kneel to the floor and try to lap up the wasted alcohol. 


All of a sudden, two blinding headlamps caused me to throw an arm over my eyes to hide them from the 


glare. 
| could only hear the slamming of car doors and faint whispering ringing in my ears. 


There was a small tap on my shoulder, and as | slowly took my arm from my eyes, | could make out the 


figures of three men. 


At first | though it was Axl, Izzy and Duff, but | wasn't sure since it was quite dark and the car lights and car 


itself had long since drove away. Leaving me standing with these three nameless and faceless people. 


"Axl, it's about fucking time man," | mumbled around my still lit cigarette, which was the only glow that could 


be seen in the thick quilt of darkness. 


There was no reply. 

"Ax?" | repeated the familiar name, hoping with all my might that it was the singer. 
My thoughts of it being Axl were soon crushed as a fist punched me on the jaw. 

| heard a small crack, and my first thoughts were..Jesus, something's broken! 


| could feel the gravel beneath my fingers; the blow had obviously sent me to the ground, even though | don't 


remember my knees buckling. 
My jaw was numbed, and | could feel no pain as three men kicked and grabbed me by the hair. 
All | could feel was confusion. 


| wanted to run, but | was curled up on my side, receiving their blows to my stomach with what I'd like to 


think was a fair amount of dignity. 
| wasn't going to scream, it would only encourage them. 


| felt two arms clamp my wrists and lift me from the ground, dragging me into an alley beside the open 
street. 


| didn't put up a fight as they pinned me to the wall 


One man reached into a bag and pulled out a flashlight, turning it on and pointing it into my face as the two 
others stood beside me, keeping me still. 


The glow that emanated from the lamp gave off enough light so that | could mildly distinguish each one of the 


meh 
The one that caught my eye was the one clamping my right wrist to the wall 

| recognised him from somewhere. But where? 

Damn! The light's not bright enough to see him properly! 

‘Vince, what are we going to do with him?" The one grabbing my left hand asked 


Vince, obviously being the one holding the flashlight into my face, was most definitely the pretty blonde guy, 


but who the fuck ‘Vince! was, | had no ideal! I'm not sure | know anyone called Vince. 


Beer and alcohol, vodka and whiskey do this to my brain. l'm sure | recognise them, but | just don't recall who 


they are. | have a very bad memory. 

Why are they attacking me? Do | owe them money? 

"Mick?" The blonde said, taking the flashlight from me and pointing it at the guy on my right. 

The man flinched at the strong flush of the lamp, but faced it with pure will 

"Yeah Vinny?" Mick asked, looking at me and scowling. 

"Take this guy to the van," the blonde ordered, flicking off the light and walking with a small bounce down the 


narrow, dirty, festering alleyway. 


"What bout me Vin?" The guy on my left asked, letting go of my arm and giving it to the hot guy on my right, 


who wrestled both my arms behind my back and pushed me forward. 
"Holy shit," | moaned through a cracked lip and swollen jaw. 
"Shut upl" The guy kicked me from behind. 


‘Ouch! Do you have to be so fucking nasty?" | whined, the liquor not giving into the pleas of my pain threshold, 


which-even when numbed with alcohol-could only take so much. 
"Yes," the man whispered, taking my hands and telling me to put them in my back pockets. 
| obeyed. 


He put his hands around my waist and directed me through the darkness into a white van that glowed 
mysteriously beneath one solitary streetlamp at the end of the alley. 


"Get in," a voice said from inside the open backdoors of the truck. 

It must've been the blonde's. | recognise that silk clad voice from earlier. 

"You've got to be kidding," | said in a half laugh, suddenly worried at what might happen to hurt me more. 
| felt a throbbing pain in my left leg, and suddenly realised that I'd been kicked. 


"FUCK!" | screamed, and felt two pairs of hands lifting and practically throwing me into the back of the truck, 
into the lap of a slightly bewildered looking boy with inky black hair and a small sneer. 


He was hot. 


"Nikki, keep that guy on your lap until we get back Kay," the blonde said audibly from the front seat of the 


car. 
"What!? | don't want him on my knee!" The guy whined pathetically, folding his arms. 

"Who is it anyway?" The guy who wasn't Mick asked. 

"Tommy, don't be so stupid! Don't you know why we came here? He's their guitarist!" Vince hissed. 
"Oh. 

"So | have to coddle his wounds? Is that it? FUCK!" Nikki whinged more. 


"Nikki, no don't fucking coddle him! He's not a fucking animal or a pet! He's our prisoner! Fuuuuucecckkkk, haven't 


you guys watched any war films or James Bond movies?" Vince asked in annoyance. 

There was silence. 

"Shit, forget it!" 

The car made a few clicks and chugs before taking off speedily down the dark and empty roads. 


As | watched out the window at the frequent strips of light that illuminated through the windows each time 


we went by a streetlight, | could feel myself grow woozy. 
Licking my top lip, and cringed as | tasted my own blood. 


| took a final look at the man looking with bewilderment down on me before | fell unconscious. 


Disclaimer: | don't own either of these bands and i'm not suggesting i do. 


The Deal 


Motley Crue VS Guns n' Roses 


My vision was blurred when consciousness finally aroused my senses, bringing me back to life in seconds. 


| jolted up, forgetting where | was and being shoved back down again into someone's lap. A brunette's lap; a 
brunette with charcoal eyes and pretty lips, along with a cigarette and bottle of Jack cupped both in his left 


hand as he peered down at me. 


| whimpered, | really needed some Jack Daniels about now. The panic was racing through my heart as | tried to 
fathom out where the fuck | was and who the hell these people in the car were. What did they want with me 
exactly? Was what | was more worried about. Sick fucks probably want me for some sex games, to be their 
little sex toy. Well they can fuck that! | am not going to be a slave to anyone, | don't care if they beat me or 


threaten me, | am not going down on any of them. Eugh! 

| looked up at the dark haired man whose lap | was sprawled out on and glared. He may have been fucking 
gorgeous, even though i could only half see him in the dark, but it made me sick that he could just sit and look 
at me like | was some sort of lab rat. 

"What the fuck are you looking at?" | hissed, trying to punch him. But my hands were tied together with 
handcuffs. | gritted my teeth together, trying to be menacing and tell the man, whom | think was called Nikki, 


to be careful. 


"You," the man answered simply, blowing the smoke of the cigarette out of his lungs and into my face, causing 


my eyes to water. 
"Oh yeah, well you can just stop it now cause | ain't going to fuck ya’, all right?" | hissed. 
His face was a pure portrait of confusion as his eyes probed into me. 


"Vince, is this guy here on some sort of drugs? And if he is..can | have them?" Nikki asked the blonde, who 
was currently driving in the front along with the two other guys that helped in the abduction. 


"Nikki, keep your thoughts from wandering for fucks sake! We've got to get this guy back to the hotel," Vince 
yelled impatiently at the man with the inky, jet-black hair. 


"Hey..Nikki?" | whispered, smiling slightly. 


His eyes narrowed, "What?" 


"You wouldn't mind loosening these cuffs, would you? Their killing me," | moaned, fidgeting to get the handcuffs 
off myself but not succeeding. 


A low chuckle produced from deep inside the man's throat as he flicked the ashes of his cigarette on to my 
bared torso. | hissed at him dangerously, snarling and showing my canine teeth like a wild dog, "You fucker!" | 


whispered. 


"God Slash, I'm not fucking stupid!" Nikki burst into pure hysterics now as he brought his whiskey to those 
two, pink, cushiony lips of his. 


"Could've fooled me," | muttered, trying to sit myself up, only to be pushed down again by two strong hands. 
"Can't | just sit up!" | yelled in frustration 


"No," Nikki smiled teasingly, "You've got to stay on my lap. If you get up, I'll be cold..you're keeping me warm," 


A devilish smile crossed over the brunettes mouth. 
My mouth dropped open, as his fingers started to trace the contours of my stomach. 
"N-no don't please," | asked, the first time in my entire life | begged anyone to do anything. 


Nikki smiled, "Mm, | like to hear people begging. Do it again Slash. Beg me," Nikki laid his full hand on my chest, 


scraping his fingernails on it mercilessly. 


"Ouch, fuck, please don't Nikki! | don't even know who you are or why the fuck you decided to KIDNAP ME! But 
please, | don't want..." | trailed off, blushing slightly. 


Nikki's demonic eyes narrowed, "You don't want what?" he grinned, brushing the hair back from my face so 


that he could look into my eyes. He could probably see the clouds of fear in them. 
"| don't want you to fuck me," | finished, voice breaking slightly. 
Nikki laughed lowly, working his fingers into my hair. 


His other hand slid down behinds my back. | gasped slightly as he grabbed hold of my wrist and twisted it 
painfully. 


"Fuck!" My eyes clenched shut. 
There was a small click and suddenly. the handcuffs were off. 


| sat up and they fell to the floor. 


But suddenly, a hand cupped around my mouth and pushed me forward so that my body was sprawled on the 


van's sofa and | was face up on it. 

In the darkness of the van | couldn't see anything. | didn't know where Nikki was, | didn't know anything, until | 
felt two legs straddling my hips. | moaned slowly but inaudibly as the brunettes face looked right down on me. | 
could feel his breathe on my face and his hair tickling my cheeks. He smiled. 

"This is fun," he laughed, tracing his finger around my lips. 


"Yeah, a real scream," | moaned. 


A sharp slap fell across my face followed by flashing colours on front of my eyes. | blinked until the colour 
went away and only then was it that | felt the stinging pain that made itself known below my skin 


"Don't act smart babe, or | might just leave you for the three bastards in the front. And they might not be 
as nice as me, so just make the intelligent choice and don't fucking back talk!" Nikki hissed into my ear, a 
menacing growl that made my heart stop for a minute. He smiled, "You understand what l'm saying baby?" 

| waited for a minute, looking into his midnight black eyes and eventually nodded, 

He smiled, and began imprinting my neck with light butterfly kisses. 

"I can be a good person to have on your side babe. | don't want to fight your friends..but if you ever think 
about fucking me over..! might have to take action," Nikki muffled through patches of skin as he continued to 
kiss along my jaw line and down my throat, "I want to help you Slash. Don't make me regret it" 


| nodded, keeping completely still, "Okay," | whispered. 


Fuck, | wanted to get out of here, but if i wanted out | needed Nikki on my side because then | would at least 


have someone that wanted to help me. 


The van pulled to a stop suddenly, and Nikki's head jolted up. He heaved himself quickly off me and seated down 


into normal position on the chair opposite me, Jack in one hand, cigarette in the other. 

| lay still, coddled in bewilderment as the rest of the band opened the trucks back doors and happily greeted 
their charming and devilishly cunning friend, who was all the while, stabbing them in the back by just offering 
to help me. 


He turned around to help me out of the truck, secretly winking at me. | had to stop myself from smiling. This 
was just too perfect. 


As all the crew of this obscene abduction were bathed in the streetlights on front of a glitzy hotel 


somewhere that | guessed to be in San Francisco, | could see finally who they were. And it all clicked. 


It was Motley Crue; that band that Axl has such a problem with. They're abducting me because they hate 
Axl? FUCK! There's me again, always taking the wrap for Axl's mistakes! 


Memo to myself, kill Axi! And then tell him fo stop making so many enemies! 


| mean seriously, why don't they kidnap Axl? | always gotta get stuck in shit because so many people hate that 
cunt. | mean what have / done, eh? I'm just an innocent pawn in Axl's chess game! 


And then, my Nikki showed himself fully to me, under the neon lights of ‘the San Francisco Hotel, he looked 
absolutely totally fuckable. 


His skin was pale and stood out against his black, unkempt hair. His lips were slightly rouged and his eyes were 
underlined with black eye pencil. It was obvious he waas wearing mascara but it didn't seem girly at all. Axl had 


worn it before, and it made *him* look totally killer! And Nikki was no exception 


He summoned me over, pretending to be tough but not hurting me at all. Just putting on an act for the other 
guys, who all smiled at the man handling. 


| felt a light kiss on the back of my neck as | was pushed roughly into the hotels front doors. 


Disclaimer: These characters are not mine no matter how hard | prey that they could be. 


Nikki's Room. 


"FUCK ME! That hurts, fuck! STOP PLEASE!" | begged, as the Motley's tied my hands behind my back and tied 


me to the chair, dragging their long nails along my bared skin. 


We were in a sleazy little hotel room in the middle of San Francisco. | wasn't exactly sure who's room it was, 


or maybe they all slept in the same room? 

The lights were dim in this particular place; the only light a small crack in the curtains that only let through a 
tiny glow from the streetlamps outside, the floor was stained with blood and beer, and had the faint stench of 
cigarettes. It kind of turned me on. 


Once they had me tied up, they all stood back to admire their work. | sneered, looking intently at the cigarette 
propped in the blonde's fingers, my lip twitched and | unwittingly licked my lips. 


Vince's eyes widened and he smiled at my lust for the little stick in his possession. 
DAMN MY ADDICTIONS! 


"You can't have one baby," he laughed wickedly and turned to Tommy, "Where's Nikki?" His voice turned from 
soft to snappish, making Tommy jump. 


"Um..| don't know," he whispered, turning around in vain, as if the bassist would just appear. 


"Well go get him, this is his room, after alll" Vince shook his head in annoyance while Tommy and Mick went off 


to search for Nikki. 


‘Guess I'll have to stay look after our little boy here," Vince smirked, pulling up a soft leather chair to sit 


opposite me. 


"So Slash..How's Axl?" Vince asked quaintly, lighting up a new cigarette, his eyes illuminating in menace as they 


met my own. 


"Piss off," | muttered, looking away from the sensual, erotic, totally irresistible little tobacco god in Vince's 
fingers! 


‘Oh, don't be bitter. Its not you we want..it's your little singer! So annoying!" Vince rolled his eyes, flicking his 
blonde hair away from his face, revealing beautifully sculpted cheekbones. 


"So..you're not going to hurt me eh?" | asked nervously. 


Vince laughed, "Are you going to be good?" 


| sneered, "I'm naughty by nature Vinny. And | can't make promises that won't be broken." 

"Hm..that's a shame..it really is," Vince mused, looking with an eerie interest at the tip of his cigarette. 

An awkward silence molested the room, and | got slightly nervous. What exactly was that supposed to mean? 
Suddenly there was a loud bang at the door as Nikki bombarded in, steely faced and tight mouth. He towered 
over Vince, who just sat back further, relaxing in a laid position on his leather chair. He smiled and grabbed the 
bassist around the waist, 

"Hey Nick," he smiled; flaunting a seducing and very sexy mouth that would've probably made me melt. 


"Did you touch him," Nikki gestured towards me. 


Vince looked at me then shook his head slowly, smile turning down as he stood up and pressed himself against 
the brunette, unintentionally being the sexiest thing in the room. 


'So..you want to watch over this punk?" Vince questioned, looking his friend in the eye. 
Nikki nodded and quietly asked the blonde to leave, muttering something about being tired. 


Vince smiled disappointedly, gave his friend/fuck buddy a small pat on the back before leaving and closing the 


door behind him in something that seemed like annoyance. 

Nikki turned to me when the blonde left, sitting down in the seat but bringing it much closer than it was. 
"You like Vince?" Nikki raised his eyebrow, tracing his finger around the rim of the whiskey glass in his hand. 
My eyes widened and | stared him straight in the eye, "He's okay..l'm still on Axl's side-;" 

"Why?" 

The suddenness of the response took me by surprise, 

"Because..Axl's my friend, we're in the same band-;' 


"Are you two fucking?" Nikki asked, again he barely let me finish my last sentence before he shot back with 
this question 


| raised my eyebrows, "NO! -;" 


"You want to fuck him?" 


"Sometimes," | froze; did | just say that out loud? 
Nikki smiled slowly, as if he understood. He brought himself up from the seat and leaned down closer to me, 
stroking my hair out of my eyes. 


| moaned, not conscious of the fact that | was leaning in to the touch more. 


"You're cute..like a puppy. Cept I'm not a particular fan of dogs," Nikki looked up to the ceiling, before bringing 
his black lined eyes back to mine. 


"Are you going to help me or not?" | asked, nuzzling my face into his palm like a desperate kitten 


"But what's the rush? Do you not like being in my room?" Nikki looked around and wrinkled his nose slightly, "I 
take that question back." 


| nodded approvingly. 


"IIl have you know, | had to practically beat Vince off me with a stick to stay with you tonight..He's fun. Hot 
too," Nikki smiled, laughing to himself quietly. 


"You love him?" | asked, looking away with mild disinterest. 
Nikki looked up, startled by the question. 
"Sometimes," He muttered, smile dissolving from his face, "But right now, you're my main priority, not Vince." 


He advanced towards me like a jungle cat encircling its prey, before he sat on my lap, straddling my thighs. He 


leant in slowly and began biting my neck ravenously. 

| gasped, slightly in shock, mostly in pure vehemence. 

"You like that?" | felt him smile against my skin 

| wasn't sure if | liked it or not. 

But before | could answer his lips were pressed with passion up against my own. he bit at my bottom lip, 
turning it raw and sore and almost breaking the skin It sent shivers up my spine. | had never been treated 
with such forcefulness and uprightness before. Never been out of control. 


It felt very... excellent. 


"Your temperature's going up baby," Nikki purred, planting a string of petal kisses from the nape of my neck to 


my mouth. 


Fuck..yeah | know," | answered, my hands fumbling behind my back. 

"Your panting too," | could hear the amusement in his silkily, cutting voice. 

| gulped down the lump in my throat, "Yeah." 

"You want me?" Nikki leant back from my skin, staring me in the eyes. 

| waited for a minute, taking in his black hair, rouged lips, black eyes. 

Again | felt his arms go around my back and untie me. 

| smiled and lifted my hand up to his face, letting it hover on front of it but never touching it. 
A strand of his black hair fell and weaved in my fingers. 

| looked at it, and then slowly turned back to him. 

"Yeah." 


Nikki smiled and leant in to kiss me again, bringing my hands back behind my back and retying them to the 


chair. 

"What are you doing?" | breathed, "You don't want me touching you?" 

He shook his head, "No | don't" 

| was confused as he pulled himself off of me and began to take off his shirt. 


"What are you doing?" | asked, still confused of why | wasn't wrapped around him by now, but reattached to 


this damn chair. 

"Getting to bed, I'm beat," Nikki smiled cheekily. 

"So I'm supposed to fuckin’ sit here and watch you go to sleep?" | flopped back in annoyance in the hard chair. 
He grinned, "Yes!" 

"But. thought |..you were just kissing my fucking neck!" | shouted. 


"Hush..! know | was..and if you're lucky, | might do it again!" he hissed. 


"Fuck that!" 


"Don't be so stupid! You know you loved it, your body heat raised about sixty fuckin’ degree's as soon as | 


touched you: 
| huffed, gritting my teeth as he jumped into bed and turned out the light 
"Goodnight sweetheart" 

"Fuck you!" 


Disclaimer: These characters are not mine, nor am | suggesting that they will ever be mine except maybe in 


my own imagination 


Straight as a pole. 


This chapter is easier told from no one's point of view but mine. 


Nikki awoke the next morning, rubbing his eyes and smudging the remains of last night's make-up on to his 
hands and around his eyelids. His eyes locked to the sleeping guitarist on the chair, that hadn't budged since 
last night and was now resting his chin on his chest in silent sleep. His arms folded and making him look awfully 
similar to that of an old man in his mid seventies. 


Nikki laughed inwardly at the sight before heaving himself quietly off the bed, taking care not to awaken the 


sleeping beauty that was now muttering pointless nothings in his sleep. 


He looked at the clock. It was nine thirty already and last night he had agreed to meet Vince down in the 
blonde's room to discuss some important business of what to do about the Gunners, who had-by no doubt 


whatsoever-noticed the absence of their lead guitarist. 


Nikki trailed his fingers through his hair as a pathetic attempt at combing it, and he strutted out the door and 


down the corridor towards Vince's room. 


When he finally got to the room in question, his hand was fully engulfed in the tangled mass of hair and he 
was practically wrestling it out. He knocked on the door with his free hand before trying with all his might to 
free the other hand from his hair that hadn't been brushed in god knows when! 


Vince answered the door, the faint smile on his face turning down as he saw the spectacle of Nikki tripping 
over himself to try and free his hand from his hair. Vince quickly grabbed the brunette's wrist, causing him 
to stop abruptly and stare into the blondes cocoa brown eyes. Vince raised one finely sculpted eyebrow and 
smiled cheekily to Nikki, making the bassist feel so turned on it was unbelievable. Vince put two fingers on 
Nikki's bottom lip and traced along it with a sensual touch, and with his free hand he unthreaded the knots of 


hair from around Nikki's fingers and successfully freed the bassist's hand. 
Nikki smiled, reclaiming his hand by rubbing his palms together. 


"So." Vince looked the bassist up and down flirtatiously, unconsciously licking his lips, leaning against the side of 
the doorframe of his hotel room. 


Nikki said nothing for a minute, before making a quick gesture with his head to the blonde to request 
admittance into the room. Vince made his mouth into an ‘o' shape and gave a slight bow with his head, putting 
the palm of his hand into the room to grant Nikki's request of admittance and stepping aside so that the 
bassist could only barely get by. But Nikki Sixx was not going straight into the room without stopping in mid- 
step to press against his lover's tense body, pushing himself gently into Vince and letting his hand only slightly 
skim against the singer's bared torso, before making his way fully into the room and taking a seat beside the 


window. 


Vince sighed and turned to face Nikki, closing the door tightly and walking over to the bassist, hovering above 
him and looking down into the intense and burning eyes of the bassist. 


Nikki put two fingers into the front of the blonde's jeans and pulled him forward, pelvis first, slowly wrapping 


his arms around Vince's waist and holding him close. 

"Have you done it?" Vince asked quietly, petting the black hair lovingly. 

Nikki remained silent, but Vince could feel the nod against his thigh were Nikki's head was resting. 
Vince smiled menacingly and pulled the bassist closer to him, 


"Good boy..so that guitarist doesn't suspect a thing then?" Vince pushed, making sure that everything was 
going to his plan. 


Nikki pulled back from the thigh he was resting his head on and looked up at the blonde like an innocent young 
boy looking up at his master. 


"Yeah, he's clueless..he thinks I'm helping him.." Nikki said, no malice in his voice, just a pure disinterest. 


Obviously taking no joy in the betraying plan he was taking part in 


Vince laughed, not noticing Nikki's less joyful reaction to the wicked game they were playing with the oblivious 
guitarist. 


As Vince laughed slowly to himself, Nikki felt something twinge in his stomach. A slight flame of guilt rising in 
his throat at just what he was doing. 


"Vince..its not his fault you know? That guitarist is worthless, why we gotta be rough with him eh?" Nikki said, 


leaning back in his chair, slightly annoyed scowl on his face. 

Vince stopped smiling and stared down at the brunette, 

"Because..that guitarist is the closest thing Axl has to a heart, so we've taken him." 

"But. feel bad for him," Nikki admitted finally, after an uncomfortable moment's silence. He closed his eyes in 
frustration, only to feel two longs arms rap around his neck and a pair of poisonous lips pressing against his 
hungrily. He couldn't help himself, he had to respond to the kiss, pressing back with the same amount of 
eagerness that Vince was showing. How much eagerness? Enough to make him whimper when the blonde pulled 


away. 


"Nikki, don't feel bad for him sweetheart," Vince grinned, stroking Nikki's hair lovingly, "He'll break your heart." 


Nikki rolled his eyes, "Yeah right Vince!" he pulled himself off the chair and walked over to the window, hugging 
himself and looking out at the grey skies. 


Two arms curled around his waist and pulled him back, kissing at his neck, biting it slightly. 


Vince brought his lips up to Nikki's ear and whispered, "Don't grow too fond of that guitarist Nikki. You'll regret 


it.) know you. | love you. Don't give up on ‘us'." 


Nikki sighed slightly as he was released from the blonde's grip, and without a second look, he made his way 
towards the door, walking swiftly out and slamming it behind him. 


As he re-entered his own room, he was greeted by the curly haired man's wide smile. 


"Hello sunshine!" Nikki muttered, trying to act like himself but finding it extremely difficult considering the 


circumstances he's just came from. But everywhere he turned he could hear Vince's voice: 
"so that guitarist doesnt suspect a thing then?" 


‘No Vince, this man who is depending on me, does not suspect that | am actually just lying to him to help you 
with your fucked up games: Nikki thought to himself as he looked at the tied up man on front of him. 


"Don't ‘Hello sunshine’ me! | woke up this morning on a chair!" Slash moaned, tilting his head to the side. 
"Well, that's where you went to sleep sweetheart, where else did you expect to wake up?" 

Slash smiled at the question that had oh so many sweet answers. 

"Well.now that you mention it," Slash grinned, leaning his head back and revealing his neck, "In your bed" 
Nikki's hand was poised in mid-air as he looked at the tanned man before him. 

"Don't be such a slut," Nikki sniggered, not taking his eyes off Slash. 

Slash smiled, "You know what Sixx? You're pretty, damn, fucking sexy." 


"| already knew that," Nikki sighed, walking over and sitting on the edge of the end of his bed, letting him stare 
into the guitarists deep eyes. 


"Yes..l bet that blonde says it to you enough," Slash said, referring to Vince as ‘the blonde: 


Nikki's pupil's widened, "I am not gay, neither's Vince," he scratched the back of his neck. 


Slash chuckled and muttered, "Yeah right, neither am I," he rolled his eyes. 
"So you're gay?" Nikki asked. 


"No I'm as straight as a pole. l'm straight when | kiss Axl, I'm straight when | fuck Duff, I'm straight!" he 
laughed quietly. 


No one spoke as these words sunk into the bassist. Such familiar words were known only too well by Nikki. 


Pure denial of what he was, but never said with such a sneering sarcasm as that of this guitarist. 

Nikki laughed slightly, "Yeah..I'm ‘straight too." 

Slash chuckled softly, "Axl's ‘straight too, you know?" 

"Oh is he?" Nikki smiled in over exaggerated interest. 

"Oh yes! He loves to fuck other ‘straight men" 

"What a lovely coincidence, so do |?" Nikki laughed, banging his fists on the bed covers. 

The bassist's eyes laid themselves upon Slash, who was leaning back and laughing into his shoulder, eyes closed 
and pearly white teeth bared. He found himself smiling, but not in amusement. He was smiling at the 
attachment he felt towards this guy on front of him 


He sucked on his bottom lip. 


As the guitarist came around, and noticed the other man staring at him, he looked up and they both stared at 


each other. 
Nikki's smile disappeared as he heard Vince's voice again, saying the same thing over and over: 
‘Don't grow too fond of that guitarist Nkki You'll regret it." 


Disclaimer: None of these characters are mine, and i love every one of theml Of course i don't mean any of 


them harm! i love them! 


Note: This is a bit confusing i think, but i don't know, does it make sense what's happening? Please say if it 


doesn't. everything will become clear i promise. 


Spill it. 


Back to good old Slash POV 


"Whatcha looking at, Nick?" | asked, tapping my feet on the ground, trying to extinguish the overpowering 


boredom | was feeling. 


Nikki's face, which had been staring at me for about twenty or so seconds, contorted from being solely 
dumbfounded, to be being jaded and cynical looking. | shuffled on the seat uncomfortably, trying to give silent 
and sub-conscious messages to the bassist to let me free from the binds that were cutting off the blood 
circulation to my hands. | smirked at my failed attempts at trying to free myself and looked into Nikki's cold, 
tired eyes. 


"Why won't you just let me go? You're helping me, right? Why are you stalling? Can't you just.let me go?" | 
shrugged, desperation sugar coating my voice and constricting my chest. My eyes watered slightly as | tried to 
hold back annoying tears. 

My trust in this cunning and slippery looking man was wearing thin with each night he kept me chained to this 
chair in the middle of the room, and | knew | shouldn't show weakness to him, but | just wanted to leave. | 
wanted to go back to my run down old apartment in LA, | wanted to tour with the band, | wanted to smoke 
again! | know where all this is going to end up if Nikki doesn't let me go now. l'm going to end up in hospital; 
because all of these guys are going to beat on me | fucking know it! They're going to beat me up and I'll still be 
attached to this fucking chair! 


"No, | can't let you go!" Nikki shouted suddenly, jumping out of his chair and walking with his hands on his hips 
over to me, looking down at me with dark, uncaring eyes. Tousled hair framing his face, a ghost of a grin on 


his mouth for a split second before quickly disappearing. 


"Well at /east let me out of these damn restraints around my wrists! If you don't my fucking wrists are gonna 
explode cause all the blood can't get to my hands!" 


Nikki sneered and went behind me to undo the binds around my wrists, "Did you get any education Slash?" 

| smiled, dwelling in the sweet release as the ropes slid off my wrists and on to the floor. | brought my wrists 
to my face and nuzzled my nose into my palms, sighing heavily as | felt the blood rush into my pale, skeletal 
hands. 


"Thanks," | smiled at Nikki, who had reappeared on front of me again, arms folded and lips in a half pout. 


"Yes..well, as long as Vince doesn't come in here | don't see why you can't run around a bit," Nikki smiled. 


"Yeah," | heaved myself off my chair and swung my arms, revelling in the fact that | could move them again, 


| expect Vince comes in here a lot then?" 


Nikki's head followed me as | walked behind him to stand beside the side window, leaving his head almost turning 
the entire 180 degrees to look behind him, while the rest of his body was facing forward, 


"What makes you think that?" Nikki asked, eyebrows knotting in a cute bamboozlement. 


"Well, There's a bed in here isn't there?" | laughed, fiddling with a little ornament of a devil that was set on the 


windowsill. 


"Hey! That's all? A bed! I'll have you know there's a bed and a Nikki in this fucking room, so you just watch 


your mouth babe. And always remember one little thing.’ 
"What's that?" | asked. 


"Wherever there is a bed and a peroxide blonde lead singer, a Nikki Sixx will almost always be there..unless I'm 
busy. In which case, said blonde will just have to wait for me," Nikki did a cheesy grin before turning on his 


heel to face me full on. 


"Axl dyed his hair blonde once..hey! Was that you in his room that night. You made him scream like a little girl 
dude." 


Nikki made a slightly disgusted face, then looked up to the sky wonderingly, almost trying to remember if 
maybe he did have a liaison with the Guns singer. When he finally realised | was only joking, he shook his head 


in annoyance before sitting down on his bed again 
| smirked, walking over and putting my hand on his black mass of hair. He looked up at me with black eyes and 
the snarl dissipated from his face. He looked completely aware of what was happening but yet none the wiser. 


It was a sweet expression, to say the least. 


"Nikki?" | smiled, curling hand into a fist around his locks and pulling slightly, making him hiss at the pain, but 


not pull away. 
"What?" He spat out the ‘t 


| pushed him down on the bed, straddling his hips as he wore a bewildered expression, wondering what was 


going on. 


| leant down and our lips met. Its not complicated what | wanted. What | wanted was someone to touch. | had 


no Duff, so | couldn't touch him, and he was usually the one | went to when | felt sad or just plain alone. 


Nikki had a different touch. His touch was petting, like he was stroking the riffs of his songs along the sides of 


my arms. He held me like he held his bass guitar. 
His hands felt good, his lips felt good and he felt good. But it wasn't all good. 


Suddenly the bassist pushed me back slightly, with a nudge of his hand, trying to escape from under me. But | 
pinned him back down, digging my nails into his arm, 


"No, you bastard, don't fucking do this!" Nikki hissed in annoyance, staring up at me with slits for eyes. 
"You're just a little tease Nikki. That's all you've been since that night in the van When are you going to stop 
being the tease Nick? Have you ever stopped? Is there at least one person who you can't ever say ‘no' too?" | 


spat at him angrily, sitting up and brushing the hair away from my face in frustration 


Nikki pulled up his torso and leant back on his elbows, not being able to move his bottom half since | was 


sitting on that part of him. 


Nikki didn't speak for a minute, he just stared at me blankly, looking me up and down as | wrapped a lock of my 
hair around the rest of my untamed curls and knotted it, using it as an elastic so that my hair wouldn't fly in 


my face. | did this a lot nowadays, since there were very rarely any elastic bands in sight to tie my hair back 


with. 
"Tell me Slash..who do you miss most since you've been here?" Nikki asked me. 
"You answer my question first-;" 


"No! Who the fuckin hell do you miss most!?" Nikki shouted, pushing me off him roughly and knocking me to the 


floor. 


| sat on the ground stunned, not able to get my tongue around the words in my mouth. | just stared at the 
raging man that was now stumbling off the bed and standing over me. 


"LI don't-;" 


"Don't lie to me you bastard! You know who you miss. It's so fucking clear who the hell you miss!" Nikki hissed, 
stamping his foot on the ground. 


As | looked into the raging eyes of the man on front of me, | held my breath in my throat. It seemed all so 
clear now. | could practically read his emotions from his eyes, his face, and | felt like an idiot as the painful 


truth smacked me upside the head: 


"You're not going to help me, are you?" | shouted, my suspicious mind getting the better of me as | pulled 


myself from the ground. 


Nikki morphed from being fierce to being stunned. My uncovering of the truth in the Motley Crue plan had 
sent him off, totally astounded him. 


After five seconds of the brunette not answering, | took it as admittance. But still | pushed him, wanting to 


hear it from the traitors lips themselves, 
"l'm right, amn't |?" | advanced towards him, teeth clenched as | let out a low growl at the deceit of it all 


He backed up slowly, almost forgetting that the prey was soon turning into the predator as he was slowly but 
surely steered into a corner against the wall. 


"Amn't | fucking right!?" | yelled, slamming my fist against the wall 


"Yes! Yes you're fucking right; I'm not helping youl And do you know why? Because | cannot say ‘no’ to Vince 
Neill" Nikki shouted, eyes burning, fists clenched at his sides as the Motley Crue plan crumbled at his own 
hand. 


| stayed silent, glowering at the brunette on front of me. 

Nikki frowned for a second, but then he grew a fierce, teeth baring scowl and punched me in the face, real 
hard. A little too hard. | was stupefied for a minute, not knowing what the hell just happened Flickering colours 
passed before my eyes as | stumbled. And as the colours disappeared along with my vision, my body weight 
became too heavy for my legs and | dropped unconscious to the ground. The last thing | heard was the sound 


of Nikki's feet along the wooden floor and the slam of the door as he walked out in fury. 


Disclaimer: Not mine. 


Get out 


As | woke up | could hear the sound of a wrapping on glass. At first | thought it was pure delusion on my part 
since that fucker Sixx punched me in the fucking face! But then, as the sound grew more intense, | began to 


think otherwise. 


| picked myself up from the ground and brushed off my clothes, looking around the room for an explanation to 


this constant, knock, knock knock that kept harassing my ears. 
| looked over to the window and gasped as | saw a tall blonde man knocking at it. 
"What the holy fuck!" | mumbled, slowly walking over to the window and facing the man 


At first | couldn't figure out who it was, but as | walked closer until my face was almost pressed up against 


the glass, the familiar shape formed and suddenly, | knew who it was. 


"Duff!" | almost screamed as | tried to open the window for my friend, only to be greatly disappointed when it 


was locked. 


| banged my fist on the glass, pressing my forehead against the cool surface and sobbing. | really thought | 
was going to get out, but it's useless. 


| looked up into big brown eyes that were unreachable through the barrier of glass and moaned. Duff had the 
tips of his fingers pressed up against the surface and was almost trying to scratch his way in. 


Suddenly, Duff's eyes took on a mysterious glow and the corners of his mouth turned up. | was confused at 


why he looked so amused. 


| saw the blonde take a deep breath and hold it there. He clenched his eyes shut, brought his fist back and 


slammed into the window. 


| couldn't suppress any scream, | just quickly stepped back to the other end of the room and watched as Duff 
climbed in, blood staining his white t-shirt and running down his hand. 


| ran over to him, asking him if he was all right when | knew that he wasn't. 
| quickly ripped part of the bed sheet that was on Sixx's bed and wrapped it tight around Duff's wounded hand. 
He looked exhausted for a minute, but as he looked up and our eyes met, he smiled, and with the little energy 


he had, curled both his arms around me and we embraced in the middle of the room. 


‘Ive fucking missed you so much! The rest o' the guys have bee searching for you, but | was the one who 


found out where you were," Duff gave a smug smile and pulled away from the embrace to look at me, placing 


his hands on my sides. 

‘I'm so glad you're here dude, these guys are crazy!" 

There was a silent click and | looked into Duffs pale white face. 

"Oh, come now, we're not that bad" 

| turned around slowly and was faced with three brunettes and one peroxide blonde and | couldn't move. 


Duff grabbed my hand and tried to pull me out of the room, but the blonde, who | think was called Vince, 


came over and smacked Duff in the jaw. 

The impulse in me made my fist quickly fling up and connect with Vince's nose. The blood poured down and on 
to the singer's lips as he scowled at me, licking his teeth and lapping the blood into his mouth with a velvet 
tongue. He wiped the blood off with the side of his hand and Nikki came up beside him. 


"Slash, come onl" Duff was clinging to my arm, trying to pull me out of the window, but | wasn't moving. | just 


sat, transfixed to Nikki's perfect face. He betrayed me, and I'm not one to take kindly to being fucked over. 


"Nikki. Grab the guitarist. I'll grab the tall one," Vince insisted, advancing towards Duff, but | stepped into his 


target range. 
"You're not Touching him," | hissed, putting my hand out to stop him. 
"Nikki, keep this punk occupied next door." 


Nikki's arms wrapped around behind me and pulled me kicking and screaming out the door, leaving Duff alone 


with the rest of the band. 

He pulled me into a little closet and pinned me to the back of the door. | screamed but no one heard me. And 
as | opened my mouth to scream again, | felt, in the darkness of this little room, Nikki's mouth pressing against 
mine as his tongue penetrated my mouth, making me moan quickly against my wishes. But | was powerless; his 


hands had my arms pinned above my head. 


When Nikki pulled away | only had enough time to call him a few names before he was kissing my neck and 
muttering something: 


"Vince asked me to keep you occupied..and that's what | 'm doing," | could feel him grinning on my neck 
"You fucker," | tried to pull my arms free but he wouldn't let me. 


"Listen bitch, do you want me to save your little friend or not!" 


"What do you care?" | spat, all anger pulsating through my veins. 

| want to help you fuckwit!" He screeched. 

"What!? You're such a little liar!" 

"No, l'm not!" 

"Prove it," | whispered menacingly, showing my teeth. 

He kicked the wall in fury, "I don't have to prove anything to youl” 
"Then how can | believe you?" 

| could see frustration growing in him, but he just sighed. 

"How the hell do you think your friends found out where you were?" 


My eyes narrowed, "But..but you said you weren't helping me..you said you couldn't say no to Vince," | argued, 


though | had no idea why | was back talking. 


He smirked, "Well, whenever | was with Vince today, | uncovered an interesting fact. And that is..nobody tells 


Nikki fucking Sixx what to do." 


He un pinned me and walked out the door, kicking open his room door and charging in, releasing Duff from the 


grip of the peroxide blonde, who stood in bewilderment. 

"Nikki, what the fuck you doing!?" Vince screamed as Nikki hoisted him over his shoulder. 

"Stok babe, daddy's gonna treat you good," Nikki laughed, walking out the room with the blonde over his 
shoulder and chasing out the other two band members by shouting curse words that would make Axl seem 
like a Christian 

"C'mon Duff," | grabbed the astounded blonde's arm and pulled him out the window. 


There was a ladder just outside that Duff must've used to get to my window, since | was on the second floor. 


| climbed down first, for safety purposes in case Duff fell down because the shock wouldn't let his hands get a 
good grip of the bars. 


We reached the bottom and as soon as Duff stepped down | grabbed him in my arms and ran. 


"Duff, where's the rest of the band?" | asked, stopping briefly so as to figure out where | was running to in 
the middle of nowhere. 


"They're over there you dumb fuck!" Duff said, pointing straight on front of me to where a man in a big black 
coat and sunglasses was standing and Steven was beside Izzy. 

"Who's that little man?" | asked the blonde in my arms. 

"Oh, that's Axl," He smirked. 

"What the fuck?" | walked over to Axl and pulled off his sunglasses and coat. 

"Who the hell are you supposed to be?" | asked the singer, who was now scowling at me. 


If you must know, | was wearing a disguise, you moronic ape!" 


| shook my head and looked over to Duff, who had shuffled out of my arms and was now smoking a cigarette 
and holding some Vodka 


"How do we get home?" Izzy asked. 

"Same way we got here, | guess," Axl replied stiffly. 

"Oh no, not the motherfuckin’ bus!" squealed Duff, stomping his foot like a child 
“Stop whining!" 


"Hey! Isn't anyone gonna gimme a hug or a ‘glad you're back, Slash, we were so worried?" | held out my arms 


to anyone who was willing to greet me. 
All their faces grew cold, 

"We did miss you man," Steven said meekly, as if he was just saying it so | wouldn't feel hurt. 
"Fuck yeah right!" 

"We did sol" Axl objected to my mocking tone. 

"Well, we know you did Axl," Duff stated 

"Shut up!” Axl hissed at the blonde. 


"How did you know?" | smiled at Duff, wanting him to explain further. 


| heard Axl crying his little eyes out over you, Slash!" Duff giggled, slapping the glowering singers back. 


"Really?" | turned to Axl, whose eyes were glimmering under the glow of the streetlamp we were all standing 


under. 
"Um..." 


Suddenly, two bright headlamps shone from behind me, illuminating Axl's face, which had screwed up to try and 
reflect the torturing bright light. 


There were two beeps and a black haired rogue stepped out of the van and walked over to me. 
It was Nikki, beaming his face off and slapping his hands together. 

Axts face filled with rage, 

"Vince fuckin’ Neil better not be there," Axl warned. 


"Relax, he's back in bed. Poor little guy, | tired him out," Nikki smirked, "So, you guys need a lift?" He smiled at 


me, slipping his hand around my waist. Causing Axl's face to redden even more with rage. 


"Fuck yeah!" Duff smiled, running over to the van and jumping in, quickly followed by Izzy who took a less 
excited approach to getting in the car. 


Nikki walked over and hopped into the driver's seat, leaving me and Axl to follow 

| rubbed the back of my neck and smiled, "So you were crying over me, yeah?" | laughed 

He shook his head, "Um... sort of.. not really. well” 

| grabbed the back of his neck and pulled him into a tight embrace and secretly kissed the side of his throat 
"Sok Axel won't tell anyone," | winked, and quickly ran over to the van and into the passengers seat: 


Axl was the only one left under the glow of the street lamp, face slack as if he'd just been struck, and eyes 


wide. 
"What the fuck is he doing!" Nikki beeped the horn and Axl slowly walked over and hopped into the car. 


"Don't be too angry with Axl Nikki. He's just come to terms with a few things." 


Disclaimer: None of these are mine. 


